He rose abruptly. He must get to his office. Then he
could not find his hat. And Tarna had left the room a
moment before.
'Where is my hat?' he demanded of the maid, who came
in with tea.
The baby was no longer on her back. At his voice she
looked frightened as though she did not know what to
expect.
'Hah!' she breathed distractedly, and began running
about hunting for the hat in absurd places. He grew
impatient.
'My hat, Tama!' he shouted. She came in quickly,
Ganjiro in her arms, crying.
*Ah, your hat!' she cried.   'Where can it be?'
Behind her came Jiro, strutting along, the hat on his
head. Tama snatched it.
'Oh, bad boy!' she cried, 'To take your father's good
had'
'Leave him alone,' I-wan ordered, putting the hat on
his head. 'I am glad if he shows a little independence.*
Tama did not answer. She gave the crying child to the
maid and motioned her away, and followed I-wan to the
door, a smile on her lips. I-wan thought, 'She has been
taught to present a smiling face to her husband when he
leaves home,' and hated himself.
'Good-bye, Tama,' he said, more kindly. And he hated
himself more when her eyes grew bright with relief. Til
be back a little late, perhaps,' he added.
'Yes, of course,' she agreed. She stood, her smile fixed,
as long as he could see her.
What happened when he was gone? He had never
thought before to ask himself. Did she take the smile
from her face and put it away until he returned?
Probably Ganjiro was already again strapped to the
maid's back! For the first time it occurred to him that
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